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	Birthday

**New story guys, yeah. :D xD I hope you'll like it! :) Don't worry, my beta corrected every error, so if everything is right, in this story, you won't find any grammar errors. :)(Well, maybe in my A/N but in the story, you won't. xD) BTW, the reason why I write this:**

**1.I love, really love the Hiccup/Stoick stories, like TheOneWithTheScar's Forgotten Boy, .ryder's TBLTWYLM series,snowflakeangel21's Baby steps series. (and so on)stories. :) All of them is beautiful! :) Go and read them! :)**

**2. Because, today is my birthday. :D xD No, no kidding, I really was born in 04/07. :) So yeah, that was the main reason. :)**

**I hope, you'll love the story! :) So, please, Read and Review! :) If you do that, you'll make my birthday so much happier! :) So please, at least, if you won't favorited the story, at least, leave a review! :) Please?**

* * *

><p>This was just a normal day. Like every day before. The Berkian chief got up early in the morning, then he went to the village. Just the normal stuff. But why would he need to sit at home when his son, his only son is not at home?<p>

Stoick with a big sigh drank off the mead from his mug. It's almost a whole month since he last saw his son, and at least, he has to wait a whole month to see his son again.

The whole day was just a huge, noisy mass. Everyone congratulated him, he got gifts from everyone, after all, not every day he will be fifty years old man. Everyone patted him on the shoulder to congratulate him. But he misses someone's congratulations, a lot. Hiccup's congratulations.

He had been here every birthday, he never missed any. Not the nicer and nicer gifts he crafted and executed he missing, no he misses the boy himself, he wanted the boy to stand next to him where he know he is alright. But he also knows that sooner or later he must release him, after all, he'll be twenty years old soon. But he still miss him. Of course, now there's his new island and all that, but he also misses him.

And now, on top of all, Stoick have to sit and look at the way everyone is having fun, laughing and happy. He is the celebrated after all, he should celebrate. Yet he just wants to go home. Or go anywhere, give everything up a little so he can be with his son.

"Oh, do not make a sour face Stoick! - Appears next to him Gobber. - Enjoy a bit of the evening! After all, it all organized for you."

"No, I don't have a sour face," said Stoick. " And I enjoy the party too."

"Yeah, and I was just imagine your face," Gobber answered sarcastically. "Drink at least one pint of mead .."

"No, I've had enough of this one as well. I think I'll go home and go to bed."

"Oh, do not be such a spoilsport! You have not heard yet the song what I written for the occasion."

"I'll hear it tomorrow when I'll have time for this and I won't be tired."

"Listen, I know you're worried about the boy, but do not. He's fine, believe me. After all, he's your son. Discover the world, learn a little more, maybe have a little more romance, if you know what I mean…"

"How many pints did you drink?" glared at him Stoick.

"Maybe three. Or was it five? I do not know, is not counted." – said Gobber, the blacksmith."

"I think I'll just go home. Judge by the conditions, looks like tomorrow I will be the one, who won't have got a hangover."

"Ahh, you're a killjoy, you know?" – answers Gobber, while he shakes his peg hand.

"I'll be curious to see what will you think tomorrow," says Stoick and he starts to walk out the Great Hall.

Outside, everything is quiet. At night sky the stars are shining, he can not found a cloud in the sky. Stoick with a big sigh slowly walks towards his house. Recently he does not want to spend too much time in there because everything is so quiet and lonely. Sometimes it was just so quiet. Almost all the time he's just want to see Hiccup sitting at his desk, or just playing in his room with Toothless. But, what is the strangest thing is that he misses the Night Fury's breathing at night. No matter how strange it is, it's true. So far, he had not realized how much he misses this simple sound. Not fully five years ago this was a voice for the deadly scourge. Now, it would provide a sense of security since he knew that his son is home, safe. Once he reaches the door he take a deep breath and try to prepare himself for the sight of the empty, dark and maybe a little cold house. After all, there's nobody at home who is supposed to post to a fire, is not it? But when he opens the door, he feels that his chin is dropped by the sight.

The fire burning inside, gigantic flames warm the house, some interesting-looking food is on the table, but this isn't the reason why he's so speechless right now. The reason is the boy, who's standing next to the table. Who has a huge smile on his face he turned to the door when he opened it. It's the boy who he missed so much of the past few weeks.

"Hiccup?" He asks softly. It may be the drinks he drank, maybe he drank too much mead and now he's just hallucinating? No, that's not possible, right? And when? When would he come home? After all, his friends live on the island, far from here, and he's sure that he would have to wait at least two months to see him. It just a hallucination, right?

"Happy Birthday, Dad!" answered the boy, with a huge smile on his face, "I know you weren't waiting for me to get home for a while, but I could not bear the guilt if I miss your birthday. After all, not every day will be the Viking boy's father fifty years old, is not it?" he finishes the sentence a bit strange. No doubt he's the real, and only Hiccup. His son, his Hiccup.

Stoick can not even speak, he's just standing in the doorway and watches when Hiccup starts to squirm. And then he finally realized what he expects. His reply, of course. After all, who knows what kind of things he had to leave behind, so he can be here on his birthday. As he looks around in the house, he notices a chair which holds a small, brown thing, which is probably leather and it's wrapped around something that definitely shows the form of a weapon. But when he looks back to Hiccup, he sees that the boy's face full of tension. Apparently he thinks he is in trouble for coming home.

"If you are looking for Toothless, he's out there in the woods. He hasn't been there for a long time, he surely discovers the forests again or maybe he just can't sit in one place for a long time.I thought we won't bother but if we do, don't worry, we can leave as soon as possible. It won't be a problem, of course, after all, you're the celebrated and whatever so if you want this from us, to be alone, we can leave because we really do not want to disturb you." stammers the embarrassed boy because he clearly can not do anything with Stoick inaction.

But suddenly Stoick gasp a little when he registers the meaning of his son's speech. The next moment, Hiccup find himself in a bone-crushing hug. Stoick feels that some tears stars emerge in his eyes, but he does not care. Because now, he isn't a chief, he's just a father, who is finally able to hug his son. The only thing what matters right now the fact that his son is here, safe and sound and he is at home, he can hug him again.

"You Never disturb me," whispers Stoick and he feels the indescribable joy blooming through him when his son returns the hug. "I just...It was a huge surprise.I didn't think that you'll come home so soon, and now, you just suddenly appeared ..." he can not finish his speech, he's just embraces Hiccup, again, but now it's a little stronger than before.

"It's OK," replies Hiccup quietly and starts shirk out from the hug. Stoick first starts to protest, when he tries to get 'free' from his embrace, but ultimately a bit reluctantly, but let him.

"So when you have to go back?" he asks quietly and tries everything to make sure that his voice isn't trembling or wavering, but even himself heard that his words do nothing to unwind sadness. Generally, if the dragon riders come back, they always stay a day and a night, but rarely two days.

"Well, I thought that it was long ago since we were at home, what would happen if I would stay longer than one night. Now there's nothing interesting at the Edge anyway, so now basically I have a free week. Perhaps one and a half." answers Hiccup and his eyes light up when he sees his father's face shine. After all, he came home to be with his father a little.

"A whole week?" Stoick asks hopefully.

"Yes, for now, it looks like it can be a whole week. One and a half maybe even come together, "answers Hiccup, and, this time, he hugs his father, who immediately returns this too.

"So then tell me what had happened to you since you were at the Edge?"

"Nothing really important, but if you're interested, I'll be happy to tell you."

* * *

><p>It might have been midnight when they stopped the conversation, but just because Hiccup fell asleep. Stoick could not do anything else but simply smiled. Gently he got up from his chair, walked over to his son and carefully pick him up. Hiccup eyes snapped open immediately but after a moment longer he couldn't keep them open and he closed them, then he moved closer to his father.<p>

After this Stoick seriously wondered whether he should bring him upstairs. After all, knowing himself, he is sure, that he'll up all night and will just sit next to him and watch, and for this, his bed will be just as good as Hiccup's would, right?

Stoick tries to move quietly and slowly, trying to avoid accidentally waking up Hiccup. Once deposited his son on the bed, the boy mumbles something but doesn't wake up. Stoick sits on the other side of the bed and just sits and looks at his son, sometimes, when his son starts whimpering, he gently stroking his hair.

Not even two months have passed, perhaps, but he had grown a lot. No longer that small and clumsy Viking boy, who was at the age of fifteen, before everything, still, every time Stoick look at him, he can see in Hiccup the young boy who he used to be. Someone who is friendly and compassionate. He does not know the time, but he did not really care. Here is his son, his Hiccup and that's what counts. This alone.

He has no idea when he was leaning down to sleep, but when he wake up Stoick found himself in his own bed. Stoick was first seized by fear. Maybe this is all was a dream? Maybe Hiccup hadn't come home to celebrate his father's birthday? But before he can get out of bed, suddenly he felt someone's lying on his chest. As his eyes adjusted to the light conditions and looked down, he sees an auburn head cover with streaks of some golden brown. And immediately all power has evaporated, leaving behind nothing but happiness. So he did come home last night and Hiccup really still here. With one hand, he starts gently stroking Hiccup's head but he begins to stir after a few minutes.

"It's still early. For once, can we sleep in a little longer?" comes the question, and Stoick can not stop smiling when he feel Hiccup try to move closer to him.

"Sure. After all, there's also a whole week ahead to us, right?"

"One and a half" comes the answer, and the next moment he feels that Hiccup asleep again.

Stoick thinks, that one thing is certainly true: this was one of the most the happiest birthday he had ever had, and he can't wait for the next one and a half week.

* * *

><p><strong>So, yeah, I hope you like it! :) I like to write it. :) Yeah, I know, I don't update my other English story, the How To Watch HTTYD2, because I worked on that story so hard. xD But I will update it on Monday and it'll be a long chapter! :) So Happy Birthday to me! xD See you on next Monday! :)<strong>

**lutavero**


End file.
